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For the Companion. 
THE OLD SEA-CAPTAIN. 

We oft:u see persons in good circum- 
stances reduced in a few years to want 
and misery. It is sometimes, no doubt, 
their own fault, as they spend their means 
foolishly, and think nothing of the future. 
But we meet with cases now and then 
where the parties are not to blame, and 
where their sufferings arise purely from 
misfortune. The Almighty often permits 
such things to happen to his creatures in 
order to make them wiser and better, and 
to bring them to himself. The following 
little narrative is a case in point. 

On a cold, snowy night, while we were 
sitting in an hourly office, a person came 
inand took a seat opposite. He was 
bald, except on the sides of his head, and 
there the thin hair was grey; his face 
was thin, his cheek rather hollow, and his 
large and expressive eyes were over- 
shadowed by strongly marked eye-brows. 
His dress was clean, but old and worn. 
His boots were broken in one or two 
places, and but ill calculated to keep out 
the wet snow. His breathing was quick 
and labored, and his health was evidently 
broken down. 

On addressing my conversation to him 
he was by no means reserved, and after 
talking with him upon a few commonplace 
subjects, he gave me the following brief 
account of his own history and experience. 

He was once commander of a fine ship 
which traded to the East Indies. Having 
made a large fortune, he left off going to 
sea, and lived at home with his wife and 
family. The bulk of his money he in- 
vested in a new speculation; but he al- 
ways kept enough by him to enable him 
to live comfortably. Ina few years the 
speculation in which he was engaged fail- 
ed, and the old captain lost nearly all his 
money. He continued, however, to live 
along pretty respectably till his wife died, 
and his two children, now both grown up, 
perished on board an ocean steamer. He 
then went to lodgings, the expenses of 
which were above his means, but his 
natural pride would not suffer him to de- 
scend to any thing that he thought low. 

At this point of the conversation the 
omnibus drew up at the door, and I was 
obliged to leave the old gentleman, who 
stayed behind in the office warming him- 
self by the fire. 

It happened at this time that I changed 
my lodgings to No. er 3 street. 
Here I engaged a pair of tolerably fur- 
nished rooms, and was reading the news- 
paper one evening, a night or two after I 
took possession of them, when my land- 
lord, a little fat man, opened the hall 
door for some one who had knocked. I 
heard his voice increasing to a pitch of 
anger, which awakenel my curiosity. So 
I laid down the newspaper and listened. 

‘You cannot be taking up my room for 
nothing in this way, sir. I must pay my 
tent, and shall be paid by my lodgers. I 
gave you warning a fortnight ago, when I 
saw you had no money, and so now you 
Must quit.’ 

‘ But, sir,’ replied a voice in a subdued 
tone, ‘I have not been able to leave my 
bed to look for lodgings, until to-day, 
and I hope you will not oblige me to quit 
Your room to-night.’ 

‘You may go to the room if you wish,’ 
teplied the landlord, ‘ but you will find 
Ro bed there, for I have removed the fur- 
niture. The short and the long of it is 
you owe me twenty dollars, and I’ll for- 








—that’s fair, isn’t it ?"—* To-night,’ re- 
turned the voice, ‘I can’t go. I was 
scarcely able to crawl down the street. I 
am now quite exhausted.’ 

‘Exhausted ! nonsense,’ exclaimed the 
landlord’s wife, who now ran up from the 
kitchen. ‘ Who do you think is going to 
be troubled in this way for nothing, by a 
pack of old worn out sea-captains? We 
have had quite enough of that sort already. 
One word for all, I won’t be humbugged 
out of my money.’ 

A thought struck me, it might be the 
old gentleman I met in the hourly office. 
I opened the door—it was he. He stood 
leaning upon his stick—almost sinking 
with weakness. He knew me at once, 
and as he put out his hand to meet mine, 
I could see his eyes filled with tears, 
which he strove to suppress. I brought 
him into my room, and gave him a chair 
at the fire—and left him alone a few 
minutes that he might compose himself. I 
went to the landlord and spoke to him 
about his harshness, and said I would be 
answerable for what the old man owed. 
This had a wonderful effect upon the 
civil. 


The landlady too, grew good- 


be all right again in a few minutes. 


up a stand and some fixings for him. 


upon the upholsterer. 
name.’ 


Clarkson.” 


a weak voice said— 
‘Tom, do you know me?’ 
‘ No, sir,” was the reply. | 


burst into tears. 


ly do not recollect the gentleman, sir.’ 


1836.’ 
* Yes, sir.’ 
‘ Who was your captain ?’ 
* Captain M y, sir.’ 








give you the debt if you go away to-night 


landlord’s conduct, and he was now quite 


humored, and brought in a bason of gruel, 
and told the old sea-captain his bed would 


About a week afterwards the old gen- 
tleman took to his bed, and was evidently 
not long for this world. The landlord 
now tried to make him as comfortable as 
he could, and had an upholsterer to put 


‘I think I know that man,’ whispered 
the old captain to me, as he bent his eYes 
‘Ask him his 


I did so, and he replied, ‘ Thomas 
I beckoned to the man to 
come near the bed. The captain then in 


‘Ah!’ returned the captain, ‘ nobody 
knows me now, I am so altered,’ and then 


The man looked at the sufferer intense- 
ly, and then turning to me said—* I real- 


A short pause took place, and the cap- 
tain wiped his eyes with his handkerchief. 
* Were you not in the ship Triton in 


‘ And you don’t know me, Tom; who 





RESURRECTION OF CHRIST. 


jsaved your life when you fell overboard 
loff the coast of Africa ?’ 

Clarkson changed color—he looked 
closer—he recognized him, and then fell 
on his knees by the bed, and seizing his} 
old captain’s hand, wept like a child. I 
hurried out of the room, for I could not 
bear the scene. 

Clarkson never after this left the room 
of the dying man even for an hour, until 
the poor captain died, which occurred the 
next day ; and the last sad office of clos- 
ing his eyes was performed by his old 
shipmate. 





LITTLE FOUR-TOES. 

There lived, about forty years ago, in 
the city of Lille, in France, a young lad, 
known among his companions by the 
quaint appellation of Little Four-Toes, 
but whose real name was Cesar. 

His father was a poor shoemaker, and 
his greatest exertionss were barely ade- 
quate to supply himself and family with 
the common necessaries of life, 

Cesar had the misfortune to be born 
without hands or arms, the upper part of 
his legs, by a strange freak of nature, had 
been left out of his orginization, and each 
foot was supplied with only four toes. 

Under this accymulation of poverty and 
misfortune, he seemed destined to live a 
life of want and misery ; but his fate hap- 
pily proved otherwise. 

While still young, Cesar became quite 
dexterous with his feet, using them very 
expertly in the place of hands, in the com- 
mon games of his playmates, and at the 
time our sketch opens, he was the best 
penman in Mr. Dumoncelle’s writing 
school, which proves that hands are not 
at all necessary to the welfare of a genius, 
however needful they may be to ordinary 
mortals. 

One morning as Cesar entered the lit- 
tle school-room of M. Dumoncelle, he 
observed the master seated at his desk, 
turning over the leaves of his (Cwsar’s) 
copy-book with rather an impatient 
hand. 

* How is this, Cesar,’ said the master, 
sternly, as he eyed the blushing boy; 
‘how is this, that you, usually so dili- 
gent, have of late wasted your time and 
disfigured your copy-book with these fan- 
tastic figures? This is not the way to 
prepare yourself for becoming a good 
writing-teacher |’ 

‘Ah! master,’ replied the boy, ‘I hope 
you will not be angry with me; but I 
have given up that idea. Ido not wish 
to become a writing-teacher.’ 

* What then, pray ” 





‘A painter !’ 

‘A painter!’ said the master, in sur- 
prise; ‘when did you get that foolish 
notion into your head? I thought you 
had fully determined to earn a living by 
teaching penmanship.’ 


fulfilment of his long-cherished hopes: 
and, hardly waiting to thank M. Watley 
for his generous offer, he hurried home to 
tell his parents of the proposal of the ar- 
tist. 

A few days after this, Caesar was ad- 
mitted into the School of Design, and 
from that time his course was steadily up- 
ward. 

After a few years of hard study, and 
steady application, he received from the 
hands of his generous patron, M. Watley, 
the highest prize for painting ; and deem- 
ing rightly that, to be a good painter, he 
must put himself under the tuition of 
better artists than his native city afforded, 
he removed to Paris. 

Here, in a few years, his reputation 
was established, and he became the suc- 
cessful and admired painter, Cesar Du- 
cornet, for by this name was Little Four- 
Toes known throughout the world, 

You may be sure, however famous and 
honored he was, that he did not forget, in 
his prosperity, his poor parents. As soon 
as possible, they were sent for to come to 
his residence in Paris ; and he, whom one 
might suppose an object of charity, gene- 
rously supported them until his death, 





‘ And so I had,’ Caesar replied; ‘but 
when I looked upon those beautiful paint- 
ings in Watley’s Picture Gallery, my soul 
seemed stirred with nobler impulses, and 
I determined, whatever trials and hard- 
ships it might cost me, to be a painter— 
nothing but a painter.’ 

‘Ah! but, Cesar, you must not forget 
your natural deformities, which unsuit 
you for following painting as a profes- 
sion, and that it will take a great deal of 
money to support you while preparing 
for an artist’s career. As a teacher of 
Pp hip, you can i—as a paint- 
er, never.’ 

* How do you know that, friend Dumon- 
celle ?’ said a gentleman, as he advanced 
from the doorway into the room. ‘ You 
are a good writing-master, but you are 
no judge of painting or painters. Better 
leave that business to me.’ 

*Gladly will I, M. Watley; so, if you 
please, look over these pen-and-ink 
sketches, and give this boy your opinion 
of them,’ replied the master, as he handed 
Ceesar’s copy-book to the gentleman. 

In the mean time, Cesar stood by, with 
downcast eyes and flushed face, fully ex- 
pecting a severe reprimand from M. Wat- 
ley, who was a noted painter, and at that 
time President of the School of Design in 
Lille. 

But as the critic said nothing, Cesar 
gathered courage and looked up. 

Watley was turning over the leaves of 
the copy-book slowly, but was evidently 
pleased. 

When he reached the last picture, he 
said, ‘ these are excellently done, my lad, 
for one so young. Give me your hand; 
I welcome you into the brotherhood of 
artists.’ 

But Cesar smiled sadly, as he said, 
‘Ah! monsieur, I am without hands.’ 

‘ Without hands!’ repeated Watley in 
surprise, for he had not before noticed 
this misfortune of Cesar. ‘ How, then, 
pray, did you make these pictures ?” 

* With my feet,’ replied the lad, modest- 

ly. : 
4 ©The boy is a prodigy, a genius,’ mur- 
mured the astonished painter. ‘You 
shall be a painter, my lad,’ he continued, 
‘if you wish it. I myself will get you 
admitted into the School of Design.’ 








Cesar was overjoyed at a prospect of 4 


which occurred in 1856. 

May this short story of his life nerve 
some youthful spirit in the struggle 
against adverse circumstances, and aid it 
to bear with patient courage the burden 
which misfortune has entailed upon it. 


THE LITTLE SOWER. 


* Sow in the morn thy seed, 
At eve hold not thine hand : 

To doubt and fear give thou no heed, 
Broad. cast it o’er the land.’ 

The summer sun was setting, and shed- 
ding its ‘golden rays over a quiet village 
churchyard, where many a white stone 
told its simple yet solemn tale. In a re- 
tired corner of the ground, a child bent 
over a grave, resting her young head on 
the green turf, while tears chased each 
other down the sweet face, so touching in 
its silent grief. This little one had early 
been called to pass through the deep wa- 
ters of trouble and sorrow. That grave 
held all that was dear to her: father, 
mother, lay sleeping there. The next 
day she was to travel far away from her 
loved and familiar home to a strange 
place, and to new, and as yet stranger, 
friends; and now she had stolen away by 
herself to take a last fond look at this 
spot so sacred. But think not, young 
reader, that this lonely little one was 
without comfort: she had a Friend whose 
eye was ever upon her, whose hand guid- 
ed all her steps and led her all her way. 
She had given her young heart to the 
Saviour, who did not, who could not, for- 
sake her in her sorrow. 

An old man, in passing through the 
church-yard, saw the little girl, and stop- 
ped when he came up to her. 

* Don’t cry so, dear child ;’ and he laid 
his rough hand on the sunny curls, while 
a tear trickled over his weather-beaten 
cheek; for he too had known what it 
was to part from loved ones, and in an- 
other part of that same church-yard lay 
the child of his old age,—his lost darling. 
When the little girl saw that she was no 
longer alone, she raised herself, and look- 
ed up inquiringly at her companion.— 
‘Don’t cry so: it won’t bring back the 
dead from the grave,’ said he. 

* They are not there,—only their bodies, 
you know,’ quickly replied the child. 

« And where are they, then” asked the 
old man. 

‘Oh, in heaven: they are quite happy !’ 
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and the litt!e girl looked up into the clear, 
blue sky with a joyful, trusting smile. © 

* How do you know they are there?’ 
said her questioner; 

* Because they loved Jesus, to be sure. 
Don’t know that he died to save sin- 
ners? It’s all in the Bible.” 

‘ Well, I can’t. say I know much about 
these things. I have a Bible at home, 
but—I'm no scholar. Still, Thope to go 
to heaven, too, when Idie. _ I should like 
to be certain.’ 

‘ Oh, but you can’t go if you don’t love 
Jesus! Don’t you love him? Don’t 
you? Oh, do gotohim! Do love him ; 
then you'll be certain !—yes, you will !’ 

And the child stood by her parents’ 
grave, and her blue eyes lit up with love 
and earnestness. She told the old man 
in her simple wérds that all are sinners, 
and that ‘the blood of Jesus Christ 
cleanseth from all sin.’ (1 John i. 7.)— 
Long they stayed there, talking together ; | 
and the little girl repeated what her dear 
father used to tell her, when, seated on 
his knee, she listened while he spoke to 
her of Jesus,—how he came down from 
heaven and became a little child, and 
how, when he grew to be a man, they 
crucified him, and how he bore it all to 
save sinful men. And more than this :— 
how he rose from the grave and went up 
again into heaven, and how all that love 
him and believe in him shall go there, | 
too, when they die, and live with him 
there forever. She told him, too, that 
her father said to her, just before he died, 
* The God of the fatherless will be your 
God, my own dear child!’ And how her 
mother grew thinner after she was a widow, 
and one day, after she had been kneeling 
in prayer a long time, she was taken very 
ill, and died, and they laid her too, in 
that grave. And again the tears would | 
come ; and the little girl and the old man 
—they wept together there, and then 
they parted. 

The next day the child was far away ; 
but the old man—what of him? He still 
lived in his humble cottage, and in the 
morning when he awoke, and in the eve- 
ning when he went to bed, and when he 
was at his work, and at all times, the 
words of the little girl sounded in his 
ears :—‘ Do go to Jesus!’ It was a lit- 
tle seed dropped by a tiny hand. And 
did it grow? You shall hear. A few 
weeks after that evening in the grave- 
yard, the old man became seriously ill, 
and unableto go to his daily labor. And| 
now the child’s words came with twofold | 
force into his mind. He thought, ‘ Per-| 
haps I am going to die now, but I am not| 
fit to enter heaven. I amasinner. What| 
shallI do? * Dogo to Jesus!’ seemed | 
to ring in his ear. He started. He al-| 
most fancied he heard the silvery voice, | 
and he looked round the room as if he ex- 
pected to see the little childish form.— 
But no ; she was not there, but the Bible| 











-—that precious book that she loved so| 
well—was there. It lay where it long} 
had lain, on the window-sill; and the! 
sick man asked the person who attended | 
him to read it. From that time he con- | 
stantly had the Bible read to him: it was | 
his only comfort. How sweet those pre- | 
cious words were!—‘Come unto me all 
ye that labor, and I will give you rest.’ | 
(Matt. xi. 28.) ‘ God so loved the world | 
that he gave his only-begotten Son, that| 
whosoever believeth in him should not) 
perish, but have everlasting life.’ (John 
iii, 16.) The old man never rose from 
that bed again ; but we believe he did go 
to Jesus, and that loving Saviour made | 
him so happy he did not mind the pain, ! 
and was not afraid to die. When his| 
spirit passed away from earth, it passed 
into the presence of the King of kings 
and Lord of lords, to rejoice with him 
forever. | 

Dear little reader, do you love Jesus ?| 
If you do not, oh, begin at once. Do not) 
wait till you grow older: perhaps you} 
may die very soon. If you do love him, | 
just think, ‘Can I not do something for| 
him? Can I not go and tell at least one | 
person about his love, and say, * Go to} 
Jesus ?”” Oh, try; and when you try,| 
remember to pray that the Holy Spirit | 
may teach you to do it aright, and may | 
bless the good seed. 








THE INDIAN’S GIFT. 

A few miles from Lane's Chapel now | 
lives an aged gentleman, Maj. 
who was among the earliest, if not the| 
first, who settled here. He and his Indi-| 
an neighbors lived on the most friendly | 





terms. His house was their home as|make him weep, but the tears are falling | 


they passed back and fourth. When the 


time came for the tribe to remove and a} 


part had left, the remaining part gathered 
d their 





man, with @ stronger attachment than | 


ever. At length the time came for the 
balance of the tribe to leave. Before 
they started, the Chief took his little son, 


the idol of his heatt, and brought him to | 


the white man. He pointed the settler to 
the countty around which had been so 
Jong the pleasant home of his fathers. 


j}read in the Sunday-school. 


friend, the white |*”)- 


_“* Here,” said be, is my little son. I 
give him to you.. Bea father to him.— 
Léthim be your gon. I leave him that 
he may still see the t fields where 
his tribe once roamed, and when he dies 
be buried in the land of his father’s sep- 
ulchres.” 

He then, with the balance of his tribe, 
bid his little son and pleasant home a 
long farewell. That little Indian boy is 
now living at the age of about thirty in 
the Major’s family as a privileged member. 


words could be unspoken—those rude 
words to his dying mother. O! if he 
had but been thoughtful of her comfort— 
staid beside her when she was lonely, 
blessed her with loving language—a mo- 
ther’s heart is satisfied with solittle. He 
cannot stand beside her now—oh ! no, no, 
no, they must not call him. 

Bat her voice whispers—her hand is 
outstretched—she alone can read his 








agony. 
THE BIRD THAT SUNG IN MAY. “O! my mother! my mother, forgive 
A bird last spring came to my window shutter, me !” 


One lovely mornin, 


at the break of day; 
And 


from bis little throat did sweetly urter But though the sweet dying lips mur- 
oe < mur blessings—and the trembling hand 
wanders lovingly amid his curls—a mem- 
ory is left him which he will carry to his 
grave—and when the white locks silver 
his temples, that thought wil! come up 
before him with all the freshness of to- 
day—O! if I had been kind to my 
mother manhood and old age would have 
been happier—now I shall carry remorse 
to my dying hour.” 

Boys, look on this picture—is it paint- 
ed from life—and painted for you? 


He had no language for his joyous passion, 
o solemn measure, no artistic rhyme ; 
Yet co devoted mirstrel e’er did fashion 
Such perfect tune and time. 


It seemed of thousand joys a thousand stories, 
All gushing forth in one tumultuous tide ; , 
A hallelujah for the morning glories 
That bloomed on every side 


And with each canticle’s voluptuous ending, 
He sipped a dew-drop from the dri; pane ; 
Then heavenward his little bill ex! A 
Broke forth in song again, 


I thought to emulate his wild emotion, 
And learn thanksgiving from his tuneful tongue ; 
But human heart ne’er uttered such devotion, 
Nor human lips such song. 


At length he flew and left me in my sorrow, 
Lest I should hear those tender notes no more ; 
And though | early waked for him each morrow, 
He came not nigh my door. 





But once again, one silent summer even, 
I met him hopping in the new-mown hay ; 
But he was mute, and looked not up to heaven— 
The bird that sung in May. 


Theugh now I hear from dawn to twilight hour, 
The hoarse wood-pecker and the noisy jay, 
In vain 1 seek through leafless grove and bower 

he bird that sung in May. 


SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 





For the Companion. 
CARRIE’S VACATION. 

* Mother,’ said Carrie Carleton, as she 
came in from school one afternoon, ‘ is it 
very hard to make a dress ?” 

‘Why, I don’t know, Carrie,’ replied 
her mother; ‘it depends upon the mate- 
| rial, and the way in which the dress is 
THE FAMILY jeut. But why did you ask?’ 
nd | ‘ Oh, because I’ve been thinking that it 

‘YOU CAN’T BURN THEM OUT.’ |is time for me to make my own clothes. 

A correspondent of the S. S. Times | Only think, I shall be fourteen in August, 
tells the following anecdote of un old lady |and I have never made a whole dress yet. 


in his vicinity, a mother in Israel, who/| : . 

had held on to her class in the Sabbath | Went be Will be fn ane = ' me 
school even during their dark and cloudy | *° ‘ry what I can do. woe em 
days, ‘ never despair’ being her motto. | mother ? 

The children of an avowed infidel were| ‘I shall be very glad to have you, my 
fortunate enough to receive instructions | dear, There is that pink calico that you 
from her lips. Often as their father tried|.4 cut last week: it would bea very 
to poison their minds with infidelity, and | a f : haa ‘Woes 
puzzle them with his harmonic vagaries {89° petty ond = ae wees SS 
and spiritualistic nonsense, but his little | very plain indeed. 

* All except the buttonholes, mother.’ 


ones were always ready with a ‘thus| 
saith the Lord,’ He has frequently ac-| «Oh, J will make those, if you do the 
rest.” 


knowledged his incapacity to cope with | 
what he is pleased to call ‘his Sabbath-| 
school Theologians. 


And such,methinks, are childhood’s dawning pleasures, 
They charm a moment, and then fly away ; 
Thro’ life we sigh, and seek those missing treasures, 
The birds that sung in May. 


This little lesson, then, my friend remember, 
To seize each bright-wing’d blessing in its day; 
And never hope to catch incold December. 
The bird that sung in May! 








Monday morning came. Carrie was up 


I encouraged them all to search the|early ; made her bed, put her chamber in| 


Scriptures, and also to learn a large por- | perfect order, and dusted the parlor and 
ty’ wee oo ° ,“ | sitting-room before breakfast. Just as 
: 1 When the| the clock struck eight, she was ready to 
priest burnt his Bible, and the boy saw it commence her work. Her mother smiled, 


in the flames, he began first to cry, but) but told her she was glad to see such a 
soon after commenced laughing. His good beginning. 
Reverenec asked bim what he was laugh- , 
ing about, when the little hero replied, Now, although Carrie could sew quite 
‘Because you cannot get at the four| neatly, she had not yet learned to work 
Gospels; they are right here,’ putting his | fast, and to make a dress was really quite 
hand on his breast: ‘no sir, you can’t) an undertaking for her. But she had a 
Cava themeeti |great deal of perseverance, and was al- 
| ways unwilling to leave anything she had 
once commenced, until it was finished.— 
“ No hope.” So you may be sure she succeeded in this. 
The words are sadly uttered, and they | Monday and Tuesday-passed away, and 
fall like stone upon the pale, shrinking | the dress kr peer pic than half done ; Wed- 
boy. Back and forth he moves past that| nesday, Carrie’s grandmother sent for her 
half opened door. He sees the bed, the|*® Pass the day with her; Thursday, aunt 
counterpane so slightly moulded to a wan| Mary came to spend the day, and brought 
figure—he sees bending over the pillow | het little daughters, six and eight abso 
the care-worn face of his father—kneeling | of age, whom Carrie had to play with and 
by its side his gentle sister, silently weep- | 9™¥US°- It was with difficulty that she 
ing. The ticking of 
seems like hammer strokes; he can al-|»¢ dress. = Oh, mother,’ she said, as 
most feel them on his brain. Why will |*he was going to bed Thursday evening, 
the carriages rattle along the street >— * only two days more of vacation ; and for 





For the Youth’s Companion. 
A PICTURE. 


| Why now and then comes the shrill whis- the last two I have not been able to touch 


my needle.’ 

* Perhaps you will have time to-mor- 
The row,’ said Mrs. Carleton. 
*I hope I shall!” sighed Carrie. 


tle of the passers by? They cannot know 
the anguish of that darkened room. 

She is dying—that boy’s mother. 
household is in mourning. The pale face | 
had been so long an accustomed sight, | 


dence of sixteen summers, 
ing company to-day, J know.’ 
| down his white cheeks, raining over them, 


and he hardly lifts his hands to wipe them 
left it, except to take her meals. 


But it is not alone sorrow, that heaves 
|his chest. so wildly. He has not been 
|kind to her. Remorse rankles at his 
|heart. Words that had been spoken only 
within a few days had brought the crim- 





| choking sob to her lips. O! that those/ weeks. 


* 
mother ironed it, and she had it on when 
he came in, When his wife told him how 
much Carrie had accomplished in a week, 
he was very much pleased : he patted her 
head, and said : 

* My daughter's vacation has not been 
misspent, if she has learned how to do 
one thing.’ 

That night, after Carrie was in bed, 
she lay awake a long time. ‘ Well,’ 
thought she, ‘father said I had learned 
one thing, but I’ve learned as many as 
half a dozen. How much trouble girls do 
make for their mothers! There’s that 
blue delaine that I had new this spring ; 


want buttons and button-holes ; but after 
I had worn it two or three times, I chang- 
ed my mind, and mother altered it for 
me. 1 did not know then how much 
work it is to sew on hooks and eyes. 
‘And then at school, when we girls 
tear our dresses, how often we say: ‘* No 
matter, I’ve only ripped the gathers.” 
don’t believe we should say “ only” if 





gathers. 
* And when I’m running up stairs, how | 
many times mother tells me to hold up 
my dress, and I don’t. But I shall now, | 
for I’ve found out that running tucks is| 
not the most agreeable business that'| 
there is in the world. Hereafter, 1 mean 
to take better care of my clothes.’ And 
with this resolution Carrie fell asleep. 
What did you learn in your last vaca- 
tion ? 
next ? 


| 
! 
' 
| 
| 


And what will you learn in your) 
Cousin Fanny. 





the clock below| could keep from crying, as she thought of 


The next morning, when Carrie awoke, 
that no one deemed it must pass away so |she heard rain-drops pattering on the 
*| soon. Even now he could not realize it.|*0f- She ran to the window ; every thing 
Often had he said in the boyish confi-|8*Ve promise of a stormy day, and she 
no sight should | joyfully exclaimed: ‘ No visiting or hav- 
Imme- 
diately after breakfast she brought out 
her work, and all day long, she eeldom 
As she 
was very anxious to do every single stitch, 
she decided not to have buttonholes, and 
her last words that night were: ‘ All 
done but the hooks and eyes and pocket.’ 

Saturday afternoon Mr. Carleton ar- 
json to his mother’s cheek, and the dry,|rived home, after an absence of three 
Carrie’s dress was finished, her 





For the Companion. 

I CAN AND I CAN’T. | 

I can brushes his hair in the morning, | 
washes his hands and face, and is ready | 
| for school in just no time at all. 
| Ican't lolls on the bed-side, wishing| 
the stockings would put themselves on| 
jhis feet, and that that great big knot) 
| would come out of his shoe-string. 
| I can is early at school, gets his lesson | 
| well and writes it clearly and distinctly. 
I can’t teases his mother to write an ex- | 


| cuse,disturbs his teacher by coming in late, | 


} 
| 








} 
} 


and misses the lessons he is too idle to 
get. | 

Ican plays merrily at recess with a| 
jhappy heart; he has done well and now | 
|ean play well; all the children learn to 
|love him, 

I can’t skulks into the play-ground, 
ashamed of his bad lessons, he is cross 
and peevish ; only bad, lazy, idle boys, 
care to play with him. 
| I can grows up a good man; he keeps 
| himeelf and helps others; and if he isa 
|truly good man loves God above all 
things. 

I can’t never prospers ; people get tired 
of seeing his indifferent or fretful face, 
jand listening to his ill-natured remarks ; 
he helps no one, for J can’t is always sel- 
fish ; he loves no one but himself; he 
neglects the talents which God has given 
him, for which he will surely be punished. 
Which will you be—I can or I can’t? 








LITTLE TOMMY. 


In a party that went out lately from the 
office of the New York Children’s Aid 
Society to the West, there was a bright, 
rosy-faced, keen-eyed little boy, named 
Tommy, about ten years old, who has had 
quite a history. 

One day Mr. Revell, our visitor in the 
Ninth Ward, happened to be in the 
Tombs, and he found this little boy in 
one of the cells. He was imprisoned, it 
seemed, for sleeping out in boxes, and as 
he gave a false name, his mother could not 
find him. It appeared that he had been 
in the habit, since he was seven years old, 
of pilfering from his father’s pockets to 
get money to go to the theaters. 

Mr. Revell let his mother know where 
her son was, and she came and took him 
out: but she had not gone three blocks 
when Tommy gave her the slip and ran off, 
no one knew where. Mr. R. searched 
everywhere for the lad—he looked into 
empty boxes, under stairways, in cellars 
—he went to grog-shops, and boys’ gam- 
bling places, and theatres, but he could 
find nothing of him. Sometimes he 
would have to stir up a great heap of 
boys, all curled in with one anotker, like 
little puppies, sleeping together in some 
hole—but no Tommy! The mother final- 
ly, seeing she could do nothing for her 








ho 
could find him. One night 
down in Fulton street, talking a 
company of boys who had been ina 
ing saloo 
gers before them, when suddenly out 
came little ragged Tommy, singing, 
goes the Weasel!’ 


Asylum with him for safe keeping, 
calls again in three days, and asks {oy 
Tommy. The people send for him, byt 
, , ‘ ‘ ;no Tommy is to be found, and they cap. 
when it was being made, I said I did not/not imagine how he has escaped. At 
length they discover that, in some mystg, 
rious manner, the boy has taken himself 
and three others out by the coal-fiue, 
through which the coals are thrown down 
under the sidewalk! So another bunt, by 
our visitor, for little Tommy, during some 
days and nights. 
o’clock one night, Mr. Revell is  stirrj 

1 | UP @ heap of boys in a box near the Bow. 
ery Theatre, and lo! there is the little 
ve. ) runaway! 
we all knew what fussy work it is to sew| petty thieves had.been employing Tommy 





gave him up to our Society, j 
Mr. Ry was 


m, and warning them of the ro 


‘ Pop 


*Oh ho! is tat you, Mr. Revell ? 
*Oh, yes, Tommy you are to come with 


me!’ 


‘ Please, Sir, 1 was just agoin’ home. 
* Very well, Tommy, I will see to that’ 
So he takes Tommy up to the Juvenile 


He 


Finally, about two 


It appears one of the scientifie 


for some days to steal for him, making 
good deal of money without much risk, 
Our little fellow hed not been, appar- 
ently, very lucky, for he was half-starved, 
and dirty, and covered with vermin. Mr, 
R. first gave him a nice hot supper, and 
then left it to him to goto the Asylum or 
to stay at his house. He chose the latter, 
and Mr. R. took him to his own rooms, 
and spent an hour or two cleaning him— 
Such a polishing ashegavehim! The next 
day in a new suit of clothes, and with his 
clean handsome little face,yon wouldn't have 
known him. But another accident ha 
pened. Tommy thought he would amuse 
himself with upsetting a pail of white 
wash—and then, for fear of the conse 
quences, ranaway. He was caught again 
and finally kept till the party were ready 
to go, and, I can tell you, there was nota 
merrier little fellow in the whole com- 


pany. 

If he falls into a good home, you will 
see yet that Tommy may make one of the 
best kind of young men—as he will, cer- 
tainly, one of the smartest.— Independent, 


THE BOY AND THE NOBLEMAN, 


The late Duke of Bucclech, in one of 
his walks, purchased a cow in the neigh- 


}borhood of Dalkieth, which was to be 


sent to his palace on the following morn- 
ing. The Duke in his morning dress, es 
pied a boy early ineffectually attempting 
to drive the animal forward to its desti- 
nation. The boy not knowing the Duke, 
bawled out to him,— 

‘Hie, mun, come here an’ gie’s a han’ 
wi’ this beast.’ 

The Duke walked on slowly, the boy 
still craving his assistance, and at last, in 
a tone of distress, exclaimed,— 

* Come here mun, an’ help us, an’ @& 
sure as onything I'll gie you half I get!’ 

‘The Duke went and lent a helping 
hand. ‘And now,’ said the Duke as they 
trudged along, ‘ how much do ye think 
ye'll get for this job ” 

*I dinna ken, said the boy, ‘ but I’m 
sure o’ something, for the folk up at 
the big house are gude to a’bodies.’ 

As they approached the house the Duke 
disappeared from the boy, and entered by 
a different way. Calling a servant, he put 
a sovereign into his hand, saying, 

‘Give that to the boy who brought the 
cow.’ 

The Duke having returned to the ave 
nue, was soon rejoined by the boy. 

* Well, how much did you get?’ said 
the Duke . 

‘A shilling,’ said the boy, ‘an’ there's 
half o’ it to ye.’ 

* But you surely got more than a shil- 
ling,’ said the Duke. 

* No,’ said the boy, ‘as sure as death 
that’s a’ I got—an’ d’ye no’ think its 

lenty ?’ 

*I do not,’ said the Duke, ‘ there must 
be some mistake ; and, as I am acquaint 
ed with the Duke, if you return I think 
I'll get you more.’ 

They went back, the Duke rang the 
bell, and ordered all the servants to be 
assembled. ‘ Now,’ said the Duke to the 
boy, ‘ point me out the person that gave 
you the shilling.’ 

«It was that chap there with the apron,’ 
pointing to the butler. 

The butler confessed, fell on his kness, 
and attempted an apology: but the Duke 
indignantly ordered him to give the boy 
the sovereign, and quit his service in- 
stantly. 

* You have lost,’ said the Duke, ‘your 
money, your situation, and your charac- 
ter by your covetousness: learn hence- 
forth than honesty is the best policy.’ 

The boy by this time recognized his a8- 
sistant in the person of the Duke; and 
the Duke was so delighted with the ster- 








son, as she was working in a boarding- 


ling worth and the honesty of the boy 
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that he ordered him to be sent to school, 
kept there, and provided for at his own 


expense. 


CHILDREN’S COLUMN. sides wetting all our country friends to 
the skin. They hurried back to Aunt 
Polly’s, and were glad to get to bed. 

In the morning, they started for home 
with old ‘ Whitey’ dragging the wagon,— 
Whitey, by the way, was a very good 
family horse, with some slight exceptions, 
he was blind of one eye, and had the 
spring-halt in one of his hind legs, and 








For the Youth’s Companion. 


FIRST DECEPTION. FOURTH OF JULY VISIT TO THE 
TY. 


When I was a boy, and attended school, 
twas like a great many other boys, more 
jnclined to play and read story books: than 
[ was to study my lessons ; it was a rule 
st our school to carry a book home every 
night and study the lesson for the follow- 
ing day: but I would avoid this by some 
deception, and of course the next morn- 
ing my recitation would be very imper- 


WRITTEN BY A YOUNG READER OF THE COMPANION, 

On a farm, in the village of Brownsville, 
there lived an old farmer, with his wife 
and five children. 

Billy, the eldest, was about eleven years 
old, Tommy was nine, and George, a 
plump, merry little fellow, was just five ; 
Lucy was four, and Johnnie, the youngest 
of all, was only two years of age. As the} 
children had never been in Boston, and it 
was near the Fourth of July, they all 
teased their parents to let them visit the 
commit it to memory, and I felt ashamed City. At last their father said, that if 
fogo to school without it, for I knew|\they would not tease any more, they 
that I should be punished and be obliged | should go. 
to remain in at recess to make up the les- | 
son. I did not want to play truant, for I| 


Still he got them all safe home in due 
time. They had enough to talk off for 
some time afterwards, but mother no- 
ticed that somehow for several days, the 
children were rather more fretful than 
usual. 


One morning I awoke quite early, and 
[remembered that we were to have a very 
dificult lesson on that morning; and I 
pad neglected it that I might join in a 

e of football. It was too late then to 








LOST TOMMY. 

Everybody called Tommy Beely a bad 
boy. He was the youngest of six chil- 
When the first day of July came, they |dren, and quite often “the baby” is 
was fearful of detection, so I went to m j all began to pack their trunks ; and even | spoiled, by the weak affection of parents, 
father and feigned a headache, and plead | little Johnnie did his share. On the morn- ay Page sisters. i 
that I might remain at home that day.— ing of the third, they started off, and got | |) 1 he es = bate a. indulges a 
The wish was granted, and fora moment to Boston at about five o’clock in the af-|}; oe Wah © net. geod ene erie fee 
[felt relieved, but at breakfast or dinner, | a tale 1l ee him or her, simply because it is demand- 
] was not allowed to eat anything; I was dogracmadre - iney ware « bey J tired, | ed or coaxed for by the child. Tommy 
obliged to remain in doors all day,although | they went straight to Aunt Polly’s house ; was always allowed to have his own way, 
the sun was shining brightly out of doors, | #24 very soon after supper, went to bed. | hence he grew to be a wilful lad, and, 
and with a conscience restless and reprov-| As there was not much spare room in naturally enough, he was ever grieving 


ing me all the time, I passed a wretched | the house, four of the children had to ~ ah sie al  arerwitng gee ge 


a dhibe:aliwhys ‘iell und etthiitive to | Seer cross-wise on the bed, while Lucy | crossed his own. Untidy in his person, 
Pia . A } t nicely on two chairs, by.— | he was ever paining th b i 
his children, would lay his hand upon my| a slept = the sofa ti yt on the table with foul hands Gal eteothed 
head and pity me so, that my heart ached | P ’ slog Meee On eneend Wa D 
when I thought how wickedly I was deceiv- | the floor. ont Ghee Gans tits . ii ht faili aa r af 
ing him. The day passed, and I went ear-| While they were at breakfast next)... ineuaitl=iael “ sr alien 
eal ht hag = pa Pig ny | morning, Aunt Polly noticed that both} such as only selfish and disobedient chil- 
Slaw }i y S acnecadaheicanaee Titans ee ae parents had an enormous ap- | dren will be guilty of—and make us feel 
ofit!ay like a weight on my heart. I slept | . . * 
alittle, but it was a troubled and unhap- | Petite: so she called her son James to/|that selfishness in all its forms is coarse- 
py sleep. When I arose in the morning, | come to her side, and told him to run to ere coarseness is unpardonable sel- 
I went to my father, and with tearful eyes the baker’s, and buy five loaves of bread, Tommy sete: me eavieaihie at Mime: te 
ee es, PnPver- t 48 Ya him |22@ a pan of gingerbread. When the | pantry and drawer as he would; and a 
Ph head Coss down, feeling ora * neh |Singerbread came on the table, Johnnie pest of the village around. He was wil- 
ashamed. I asked forgiveness of him and | Cried out, lecllv er decane MET eee = 
itwas granted. I then was told to go to | ‘Give me some cake, Won’t you,’ to| pnd ann a ee stn 8A 8, re 
school and tell the teacher of my fault and | the great mortification ofhis mother, who| not relish ~ Mim nd of te 
ard never to attempt such a wrong | prided herself on the good manners of! Often he pretended to have a headache, 
Ihave grown a man since then, but the her children. to stay at home, and often he played tru- 
memdty of that error is still fresh in my| As Billy was going, soon after to pur- peas a. = pry Be where he 
mind. It was the last time I ever at- | chase seven sticks of candy, he was star- | 3 parents saw their error, but 


|too late. They b 
tempted to deceive my father. I have no tied by an explosion just behind him, and harshly, for he was so bad, therr love was 


er Teenen Citauah eae through | Looking round, he saw some boys with growing cold. It is dreadful when a pa- 
life from an attempt at deceiving those to |fire-crackers, and one of them was just/rent feels in the heart keen sense of the 
whom I am indebted for kindness and| fixing a bunch of them to his apron. He unloveliness of his own child. This re- 
love. If any little boy should read this | started and ran as fast as he could, we aap ang degen pre for hav- 
story, let him be mindful and avoid all) did not stop till he got sufe to Aunt Pol- eo ae en hie ill — et it . crag eh 
temptations which if yielded to, will cause | 1,» : - $ was as yet with- 
aere : ly’s house, where he arrived with the/out strength, a few angry words, or, 
him in after years many bitter pangs and : . ‘ P Bry AE wd 
hearty remorse. crackers still hanging to his apron. Just|speaking after the manner of men, a few 

as he got inside the house, the crackers |T many scoldings, would not do the work. 


. : If Tommy had no motive but to escape 

went off, frightening every body, but " Pp 
these, for different q 

Georgie, who asked what all that was.— re Shira atari Mic a en cg 


would not really change. Alas! Tommy, 
James said they were powder crackers.— 


the time must come sooner or later, when 
| George said ‘ he never saw such powdered | you shall be convinced of the evil of your 
crackers as them before.’ 


ways! The time was nearer than any 
At teno’clock, the whole family went 











SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS. 
QUESTION NO. X. 
The loyal and attached subject of a 
fugitive king. 
The ivitials of the following references prove the name: body thought 


1. The meeting ‘place of a king and In one of his truant excursions he went 


patriarch. out to promenade in Washington Street, | away through the woods, where once in a 
2. The favorite child—a leader of re- the father with Johnnie in his arms, who| while the songs of the innocent birds 
volt, 


was screaming and laughing, as if he en- 
‘ pie > joyed it amazingly. They all had a stick 
twbject of divine commendation. of molasses candy in their hands. They 
4. The person whose daughters were th t int hone ¢ t ; 
the first female inheritors of land in Pa-|‘"°™ Went into a Store to ge wget’ 
lestine. ‘cream. Lucy, as soon as she caught 
5. One of the grandsons of Eli. | sight of the ice-cream shouted out. 
S The ay where a king of Judah met! ‘Give me some _ bonny-clapper.’ 
with a violent death : 
eae George said that the bonny-clapper was 
, ies 
7. What tribe was prohibited from | all frosen, and Tommy told hie mother he| both, had secreted themselves there dur- 


having any possessions in the land of| ‘ ing pursuit, etc. As he crept to the edge 
Israel ? ’ | should like to have his warmed up alittle. | of the rocks and lay erty over, idee 


_ 8. The prince and great warrior killed | They then bought seven more sticks of} thing startled him very suddenly, and los- 


in revenge. | candy | ing his balance, he pitched to the bottom. 
9. The faith of a son proved by the 


Rah | Next they came to astore, where were | It was like a miracle that he was not 
a father. 


| | killed instantly, but he so fell that he hit 
| sold fire-works; They bought a rocket, |i, only grassy spot that would have 


We have received correct answers to|® bunch of powder crackers, and six grass-| held him. As soon as he came to him- 
Scripture Characters No. 8, from Charlie | hoppers ; and were sorely puzzled to know | self, he saw that he was on a little bank, 
A. Gray, of Lynn; and Edward A | whether the grasshoppers would hop or| at pape mouth ~ the cave; and he 

q ’ "| irp, till at last th t ff, which was obliged to use the utmost caution, 
Childs, of Toronto. | chirp at last they set one off, whic and steady himself with his hands, for 


thoroughly frightened them. They let dark waters dashed in and out of the 
Johnnie have one,*and just as soon as he | opening. 


would touch his hard, disobedient heart, 
and make him wish, for a minute, that he 
was a better boy; yet he shook off the 
feeling easily, and rambled on till he 
came to arough ledge of rock ; indeed, it 
was a precipice, and at its bottom was a 
dark cavern. He had heard much of this 
cave from the story-tellers at the village- 
store—that burglars, counterfeiters, or 


8. A people whose obedience was the 








Answer to No. 9—Philadelpbia —Rev. i. 11. 
UY T0 THE REFERENCES. 


just now was troubled with a bad cough. 


home, or sleeping in my nice, dear bed !’ 
Then he would scream again: but this 
only made the fierce birds hoot and 
scream also, which made him shudder 
with fear. He began to be so weary, a8 
well as hungry, and so faint, and thought 
he should drop off the bank into the wa- 
ter that dashed just below him. 
* O, father! O, mother! O, God ! for- 
give all my wickedness,” he shrieked out, 
for his strength was almost gone. 
O, joy! there is a little glimmer of light 
overhead ! yes, they have missed the un- 
deserving boy, and many neighbors are 
out with the parents, carrying lanterns 
and shouting his name. He feels new 
strength to answer them; and they hear 
and seehim. Bad as he is, noone will 
let him die, though he feels that he does 
not deserve the help of one who is up 
there. Those few hours that he had been 
in that fearful place, like a place of death, 
had seemed a lifetime to him. The per- 
sons above encourage him; they tell him 








must grasp it, and use all his strength) 
courageously to hold on, and a few min-| 
utes would find him safe. 

There it comes—a stout rope, with a) 
strong noose. It is almost to his rnin 
and the blessed moon, which has so often 
been forced to look upon his naughtiness, | 
shines out just then; and he can see | 
where to brace his foot and grasp the) 
rope. | 
that night. Ido not mean that he ceased | 
the very next day from all his evil ways, 
but when he was tempted to do wrong, 
that night of horror came to his mind, and | 
with it the penitent thoughts which he| 
had while he lay in such terror: and he | 
would stop and think ; and his after life | 


| 
proves that he was truly repentant. | 








SCROFULA, OR KING’S EVIL, 


S a constitutional disease, a corruption of the blood, by 
which this fluid becomes vitiated, weak and tr 
Being in the circulation, it pervades the whole body, am 
may burst out in disease onany part of it. No organis 
free from its attacks, nor is there one which it may not 
destroy. The scrofulous taint is variously caused by 
mercurial disease, low living, disordered or unhealthy 
food, impure air, filth and filthy habits, the depressing 
vices, &c. hatever be its origin, it is hereditary inthe 
constitution, descending * from parents to children unto 
the third and fourth generation ;’ indeed, it seems to be 
the rod of Him who says. ‘I will visit the iniquities of 
the fathers upon their children ’ 

Its effects commence by deposition from the blood of 
corrupt or ulcerous matter, which, in the lungs, liver, 
and internal organs, is termed tubercles ; in the glands, 
swellings ; and on the surface, eruptions or sores. This 
foul corruption, which genders in the blood, depresses 
the energies of life, so that scrofulous constitutions not 
only suffer from scrofulous complaints, but they have far 
jess power to withstand the attacks of other diseases ; 
coumeennnly vast numbers perish by disorders which, al- 
though rot scrofulous in their nature, are still rendered 
fatal by this taint in the system. Most of the consump- 
tion which decimates the human {amily has its origin di- 
rectly in this scrofulous contamination ; and many de- 
structive diseases of the liver, kidneys, brain, and, in- | 
deed, of all the organs, arise from or are aggravated by 
the same cause. 

One quarter of all our people are scrofulous ; their 
persons are invaded by this lurking infection, and their 
health is undermined hy it. To cleanse it from the sys- 
tem we must renovate the blood by an alterative medi- 
cine, and invigorate it by healthy food and exercise.— 
Such a medicine we supply in 


AAER’S 
Compound Extract of Sarsaparilla, 


the most effectual remedy which the medical skill of our 

times can devise for thie every where prevailing and 

fatal malady. It is combined ven the most active reme 
d for 





dials that have been d the expurgation of | 
this foul disorder from the blood, and the rescue of the | 
system from its destructive consequences. Hence it | 
should be employed for the cure of not only scrofula, but | 
also thoseother affections which arise from it, such as 
Eruptive and Skin Diseases, St. Anthony’s Fire, Rose, or | 
Erysipelas, Pimples, Pustules, Blotches, Blains and | 
ils, Tumors, Tetter and Salt Rbeum, Scald Head, | 
Ringworm, Rheumatism, Syphilitic and Mercurial Dis- | 
eases, Dropsy, Dyspepsia, Debility, and, indeed, all com- | 
plaints arising from Vitiated or Impure d. The| 
popular belief in ‘impurity of the blood’ is founded in | 
truth, for scrofula is a degeneration of the blood. The 
particular purpose and virtue of this Sarsaparilla is to 
purify and regenerate thie vital fluid, without which 
sound health is i ible in i d ituti 
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PREPARED BY } 
DR. J. C. AYER, & CO., | 

27 LOWELL. 

| a Tsun | 


SILVER SOAP. 
A simple preparation for Cleaning Silver Plate, Jewelry, 
Mirrore, Marble, &c., far more convenient and effective 
than any other. One-half the labor of house-cleaning | 
may be saved by using this Soap, which cannot possibly | 
injure the finest zinc white, and as no scrubbing is re- 
quired, the saving of the wear of the paint is much great- | 
er thaa the costof the soap. It leaves the surface as | 
pure and white as when new. Manufactured only by the 
Boston Indexical Soap Company. | 
SAFFORD & BURDITT, Agents, | 
63 Tremont street. 
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EPILEPSY AND SCIATICA CURED! 
LFTYER FROM REV. J. M. GRAVES. 


Messrs. B. O. & G. C. Wilson, 
Wholesale Botanic Druggists, ? | 

20 Central et. 

Boston. 

About the 10th November last I was suddenly stricken 
down with something like an attack of Epilepsy, in which 
1 remained unconscious for some hours. When conscious- 
ness returned I suffered severe pain in my back, and | 
could not be moved or turned without extreme suffering. | 

I had good physicians, and remedies were repested) 





Hair. 


the ssluta: 
excellent 


was fearfu 
became gradually more and more inflamed, so that 1 could 
not touch it without 7 This irritated condition I 
attributed to the use o' i i 

which I have since been told contain camphene spirit. 


arope will soon be let down, and he | °thers, similarly affticte 
| remedy. 


Tommy Beely was a changed boy from | “!sa7 and beautiful. 


BURNETT’S COCOAINE. 


und of Cocoa-nut Oil, &c., for dressing the 
‘or efficacy and agreeableness, it is without an 


A com; 


qual. 
it prevents the hair from falling off. 
It poueive its healthy and vigorous growth. 
It is not greasy or sticky. 
It leaves no disagreeable odor. 
It softens the hair when hard and dry. 
It soothes the irritated scalp 
It affords the richest lustre. 
It remains longest in effect. 
It costs fifty cents for a half pint bottle. 


Btrnett’s Cocoaine. 
Burnett’s Cocoaine. 
Burnett’s Cocoaine. 


skin. 


TESTIMONIAL. 
Boston, July 19, 1857. 
Massns. J. Burnett & Co.—I. cannot refuse to state 
effect in my own aggravated case, of your 
air Oil—(Cocoaine.) 
For | months my hair had been falling off, until I 
of losing it entirely. Theskin upon my head 


various advertised hair washes, 


By the advice of my physician, to whom you had showed 


your process of purifying the Oil, 1 commenced its 
use the last week in June. 
the itching and irritation ; in three or four days the red- 


. The first application allayed 





pp hair ceased to fall, 
rowth of new hair. I trust that 
» Will be induced to try the same 
Yours very truly, 
SUSAN R. POPE. 


Burnett’s Cocoaine. 


A single application renders the hair (no matter how 
stiff and dry,) soft and glossy for several days. It is 
conceded by all who have used it to be the best and 
cheapest Hair Dressing in ths World. 

Prepared by JOSEPH BURNETT & CO., Boston. 

For sale by dealers generally at 50 cents a bottle. 
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ness an it 
and I have now a thick 


BURNETT’S KALLISTON. 
For removing Tan, Sunburn, Freckles, Redness and 
Eruptions of the Skin, and for rendering the complexion 


The following ial farnishes st 
of the efficacy of this famous cosmetic :— 
+ 


MaRBoro’, July 1], 1856. 

Messrs. Joseph Burnett & Co , Gents.—The package of 
Kalliston came to hand last evening, and I am glad to 
have an opportunity to state to you how much we value 
it. My family have used it almost daily for more than 
two years, and now they think they cannot do without it. 

A single application has repeatedly removed the 
freckles from the face of my little boy, leaving bis skin 
smooth and fair. And in all cases of sunburn or irrita- 
tion of the skin, from whatever cause, it has thus far 
proved itself a perfect and very pleasant remedy. 

can, if you desire it, refer you to several cases of ob- 
stinate cutaneous diseases, in which I know the Kallie- 
ton has had a wonderfully good effect: one in particular, 
the deughter of Mr. P———, one of my neighbors, had 
suffered for many years from eruptions and painful inflam- 
mation of the skin, (probably the effect of bad vaccire 
virus,) leaving it in several places puckered and quite 
re ew weeks ago 1 recommended to him your 
Kalliston ; he has since informed me that the effect of its 
use has been very marked and beneficial, that the skin 
has become soft and smooth, and the inflammation and 
redness has nearly disappeared. This is an important 
case, and I will tell you more about it when I see you. 

I owe it to you to state that I did not believe in the 
efficacy of any cosmetic until I tried your Kalliston, and 
I cheerfully give my testimony in its favor. 

ours respectfully, JOHN M. BOYD. 

Prepared only by Joseph Burnett & Co., Boston. 

Sold by dealers generally, at 50 cents per bottle. 
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Brown’s Bronchial Troches. 
Brown’s Bronchial Troches. 
Bronchial Troches. 
Bronchial Troches. 
Brown’s Troches. 
Brown’s Troches. 
Troches. 
Troches. 
‘ Pre-eminently the first and best.” 
REV. HENRY WARD BEECHER. 
“ I recommend their use to Public Speakers.”” 
REV. E. H. CHAPIN, NEW YORK. 
** Great service in subduing Hoarseness.”’ 
REV. DANIEL WISE, NEW YORK. 
« T have provéd them excellent for Whooping Cough.”’ 
REV. H. W. WARREN, BUSTON. 
Great benefit in affections of the Bronchial Organs.”’ 
DR. J. F. W. LANE, BOSTON. 
‘+ A simple and elegant combination for coughs, &c.”’ 
DR. G. F. BIGELOW, BOSTON. 
* Contain no opium or anything injurious.” 
DR. A. A. HAYES, CHEMIST, BOSTON. 
“ Very beneficial in clearing the throat when compelled 
to speak though suffering from 4d 
REV. 8. J. P. ANDERSON, 8ST. LOUIS. 
“I neartily unite in the above commendations.”” 
REV, M. SCHUYLER, ST. LOUIS. 
“ A friend having tried many remedies for Asthma with 
no benefit, found relief from the Troches. 
REV. D. LELTS, FRANK#OBT, ILL. 
Sold by Druggists everywhere, 25 cents per Box. 
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SEVENTH THOUSAND 
OF THE 
Higher Christian Life, 
JUST PUBLISHED. 


F an extraordinary and STEADILY INCREASING SALE— 

the unanimous voice of the press, and a testimony ofa 
* cloud of witnesses”? whose spiritual life has been quick- 
ened by its perusa!, be any criterion of its value, then 
does 

THE HIGHER CHRISTIAN LIFE 

stand pre-eminently in the foremo:t rank of chrtstianiz- 
ing influences in our midst. No Christian can read this 
work without receiving an essential impulse in the heav- 
enward direction. His views as a DIsciPL® will be broad- 
er and more expansive—his aims ane higher and 
more comprehensive, while his heart will be made more 
tender, loving and child-like than before he sat down to 
its perusal. 

Sent pre-paid to any part of the country on receipt of 


the price, $1,00 
HENRY HOYT, 
9 CORNHILL. 


NOW READY 
PALISSY, 
THE HUGUENOT POTTER! 


ISTORY ise a marvellous preacher, and life experiences 
in the fires of persecution reveal character, and tell 





SINGULAR CASE. 


of that town. 


‘w discovered just piercing through 
skin. It is supposed the little 
wry had swallowed it some months 





The Webster Ti that i 
le was Seeman eas te pg two or three feet, and danced round as if 


the side of a little boy of Samuel Adams | was alive; at last it jumped into a pail of | flapped their wings deep in the darkness 


it just upside down, expecting to see it 
go up in the air: he lighted it, when con- 
trary to his expectations, it hopped up 








: The child appeared to be| water, which was the last of the rocket. | 
mifering acute pain, and in searching 
for the cause, the point of the needle 


After supper, they went out to see the) 
fireworks. The exhibition turned out very, 
well, except towards the last, when it 

{began to rain. . The rain unfortunately 
| put some of the biggest fireworks out, be- 


be 4 Pangan got home, he ran and threw it into the | Tommy’s hair almost stood on end with 
cesar pare. Futioes }, 8. | kitchen fire, where it hopped away quite | fright. O, how he screamed for help !— 
% [tures . Luke ili 2. ‘lively, to the no small amazement of| It was in the afternoon, and no one miss- 
Ta solics Actexviil. 2. | Bri : ed him, for he had been sent to school, 
het 24. | Bridget, the servant girl. : 
Lp mmcus 3 Cor. ai. 32,33. | Wh ‘ h a and he knew not any one would think of 
& ebbeus Matz | en evening came they wanted to/jooking forhim. O, how he repented of 
yal ia Bom avi 1,3. jee off the rocket, but did not know ex-| his disobedience, which had brought him 
H. L talian Band Actsx.1,_—- | actly how to place it. At last Tom held) to his death, as he was sure! And he 
A-gabus. Acts xxi. 10, y P 


thought over all his wickedness ; and he 
trembled to think of dyingso. There he 
sat, clinging to the little bit of a bank—and 
the waters splashed so lonely and so 
mournfully; and the great wild birds 


of the cavern, which made him cry out at 
the dreadful sound. Then the night came 
on, and Tommy knew he could not live 
there through a night. Then he groaned 
out— 

“Tf I had béen an obedient boy, I 
should now be sitting in my comfortable 


ly ap- a 

4 ; | us of what sort it is as prosperity cannot. 

meager pire dimen J FF Gontiatecdie, Patissy 7 au of the pore of oo ia — Congh 

rilia, Cherry Bitters, and Neuropathic Drops, and com-| Wivering “persistence. in the caure of righty and i0M 

menced using them docording 10 direction aye | moral courage tn an age when to profeee Christianity wa 

Drops, Tturned myself in bed, which seemed to wert almost | oo re ee “es This work bas = = with 

a _By + ates the use of pon needy LT | facts and teow alone, and is destined to a wide sale and 
¥ till wider influence. B ifully executed il i 

I was able to stand on my feet, then to walk, and finally to | ® q 5. 

be very comfortable. Whenever the pain has returned at | *Mhance the value of almost any work—PaLtesy bae 








ith s A eighteen exceedingly choice and finely executed ones, 
all, I apply the Drops with a speedy rer os oS ES. | Giving the book a gem-like appearance. 
TTewtonville, April 1, 1858. 26—ly | 12mo. Price 75 cents. 
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HENRY HOYT, 


QorThe most Amusing and Instructive Thing Out.o§ | 9 CORNHILL 
MICROSCOPES. MICROSCOPES. 


OWERFUL SINGLE LENSE MICROSCOPES, for EETH! TEETH !—‘ Reasonable Prices,’ means 
Twenty-five Cents. A fly’s leg magnified rerembles a any price you can get, in dentistry. I will insert on 
coarse fish net. The smallest insect looks like a formida- | the best silver, a nice set of artificial teeth for $10.— 
ble monster. A good lens, ma, set, with instructions | Prices for gold work as low in proportion. Try me, and 
for using, af 25 cents. 7 A RENOr UNDER A a | you will find, as I promise,—a set on silver for $10. 
pre MenpGlectis by Mail, one red stamp and 25 walds ! Pr. Scuene awoune of 4 Rn emery fad 
forone ; two stamps and $1,00 for a package of five. | JOSEPH UNDERWOOD. 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
BOSTON, JULY 7, 1859. 











WALES AMONG THE FLOWERS. 

It is the season of roses, The dew is yet 
sparkling upon leaf and flower, and Uncle Am- 
brose and his young friends have met for an 
early walk in the garden. The morning air is 
fresh and full of fragrance, as the breezes play 
amid the blossoming plants of June. 

Presently the usually quiet Anne surprised 
the others by her sudden out-breaking admira- 
tion, as she passed by a bush considerably 

than her head, where the deep green 
leaves held in fine contrast multitudes of white | 
roses. 

“This,” exclaimed she, “I choose for my 
favorite. I like no other so well as this.” 

Uncle Ambrose cut a handful of this spotless 
flower for the admiring Anne, both cordially 
agreeing upon the exquisite perfume as well 
as beauty of the Bridal Rose. 


Herbarium. Being assured that the work was 
in progress, he wished to show his pupils some 
specimens of the flowering raspberry which 
had retained their color for several years. The 
girls accompanied him into the sitting-room of 
the cottage, and again examined the same col- 
lection of dried flowers, which they had imitat- 
ed in their own. 

Particularly were they pleased with the 
Flowering Raspberry, with its petals of pur- 
ple red, contrasting with its stamens of yellow, 
and retaining its color for so long a time. 

“These blossoms,” said Anne, “are very 
nearly as large as these Sweet Briar Roses.” 

“And both,” said Uncle Ambrose, “are 
among the prettiest ornaments of the Herbari- 
um. You will do well to gather some of these 
blossoms for pressing, also some of the finest 
among the common wild roses which you 
sometimes see by the road-side.” 

“ All of these,” proceeded he, “ belong to 
one extensive and beautiful family of which the 
Rose is the head. You are now learning, as 





Lucilla was next invited to name, among the 
various sorts of roses, her own choice. There 


was a beautiful Scotch Rose, the very small | 


leaves that she had often noticed, were bright 
with hundreds of opening buds and buds about 


to open: beside it grew a similar bush with a opens 


choice Burgundy Rose, there was one in per- 
fect bloom,and more than she could count,in pro- 
gress of growth. She hesitated between these, 
and at last, turning from them both, chose a 
large rose of soft rich crimson, remarking as 
she selected it, that of all the rest, no sort gave 
so much splendor to the garden as this.” 

“ Owing to its size, its rich color, and the 
fact there are so many of this sort,” said Uncle 
Ambrose, “this is perhaps true.” 

As he spoke he cut for her a bouquet com- 
posed of the three kinds which she had ad- 
mired. 

“{ don’t see,” said Albert, “but Anne has 
chosen the fairest of the Roses and Lucilla the 
largest.” . 

“ And which is your preference 7” asked all 
at once. 

Albert replied that he would make his own 
choice ; he would not have a favorite among 
the roses at all; Anne and Loo might keep 
theirs, and he broke off a dashing red Peony, 
and holding it up exultingly, said, “J choose 
this !” 

A merry, ringing laugh came from the two 
girls, butJJ/ncle Ambrose quietly remarked,— 
“ Keep it, my lad, it will be of use to ns.” 

Anne now expressed a wish to know all that 
was to be known concerning the flowers of her 
choice. 

These many-petaled roses of the garden,” 


it were, the alphabet of Botany ; hereafter you 
| will take great pleasure in studying the flowers 
jin their family relations. {[ must not, however, 
| confuse your minds, by speaking of more than 
| one method of study at once. You little dream, 
| perhaps, of the almost boundless field which 
before one who begins to make plants 
| and flowers objects of close observation and 
| persevering study. 

| In this family of plants are contained, as you 
| have already seen, many of the finest fruits, 
| nor among the whole is there a single poison- 
| ous one.” M. A. C. 

| VARIETY. 


A MOMENTOUS QUESTION. 

I was but a child, and must have been very 
ill, for many came in to look upon me, who 
walked softly and spake quietly while in my 
| presence. My parents looked connteaty sad, 
and the countenance of every visitor fell as he 
entered the room. While thus I lay, I awoke 
one night from sleep, disturbed and restless, 
and found myself enfolded in my mother’s 
jarms, her warm tears falling fast upon my face. 
| At my waking she prudently suppressed -her 
}sobs, and wiped away her tears, presuming 
that I might again fall back to my slumbers.— 
| But I knew she was weeping, and very inno- 
|cently inquired the cause. The only answer 
|she made me was, ‘ And what, my child, if you 
| should never get well ? A new idea now dawn- 
}ed upon my mind; I was dangerously sick, and 
| this pon must be the cause of her weeping. 
Can a mother’s tender care, 
Cease toward the child she bare? 

But the solemn purport of that question !— 
| Had I. never got Ly then 1 knew that my 
| mother would have wept again, and her tears 
| would have fallen faster than ever. She was 
| distressed with the fear that I should die, and 








said her instructor, “are, as you have already | no mother willingly parts with her child. But, 
learned, rather for ornament than for study.— | to myself, the inquiry had a deeper significance 
We must, for botanic investigation, go back to jyet. I was only a child, yet old enough to 
: ” | have been taught something of Christian truth. 

the single rose. | dh 
: | I was not a Christian, yet] knew that some- 
They were now near to the cottage, and be-| thing I had need to do, or something need be 
side the door grew a Sweet Briar Rose, which | done for me, in order that I might enter heaven. 
Uncle Ambrose had transplanted from the |! had heard of heaven and of hell too; anda 


woods. | strange feeling of alarm came over me, when 

“I think,” said he, as he cut a few of these 
for examination, “that I must acknowledge 
this for my choice. It has one superiority over 


} 


I thought I might die before all this was done. 
But there I was, helpless and hopeless, too ig- 
norant and too weak to do anything for myself ; 
and had I never got well—it brings a shudder 
|when [ think what the consequences might 





are greatest when emerging from the long 
night of the polar winter, the snow line then 
extending to about six degrees from the pole. 
The length of the day is almost exactly 


twenty-four hours, the same as that of the 
earth. Continents and oceans, and sa- 
vannas, have been observed upon Mars, and 


the snow of the polar regions has been seen to 
disappear with the heat of summer. Clouds 
may actually be seen floating in the atmos- 
phere of the planet, and there is the appearance 
of land water on his disc. 


THE OLD APPLE-WOMAN. 
Once she was fair as thou; 
Had ringlets on her brow : 
Do not despise her now— 
Not now. 


She sitteth in the cold ; 

She seemeth very old ; 

Be not to her too bold, 
Too bold. 


She sitteth in the heat ; 

In the hot and jostling street ; 
She never seems to eat, 

To eat. 
From earliest morning light, 
To the dun shades of night— 
A patient, “7 sight, 
eary sight. 





No one e’er comes to greet, 
As she sits on the street— 
Sits ever o’er her feet, 

Her feet. 


Yet all do pass that way, 

The young, old, grave, and gay ; 

Yet no one goes to say, 
Good-day. 


She looketh on her stand, 

She wipes it with her hand ; 

Wipes apples, dust, and sand 
With her hand. 


You stop and ask the way: 

* One cent,’ you hear her say; 
Naught else she saith all day, 

1 day. 
The crowd it ebbs and flows, 
Each season comes and goes ; 
The only ‘ change’ she knows, 
One cent. 


No one e’er calls the name 

Of that aged crooning dame ; 

None knoweth whence she came— 
She came. 

Yet she hath been a bride; 

Stood by a mother’s side, 

Was once a husband's pride, 
His pride. 

She had a home as thou— 


ee 
GOOD NEWS FOR LITTLE Fo 
GOULD & LINCOLN, 50 WASHINGTON 8T., 
HAVE JUST PUBLISHED 


where-the old people sat, and politely asked 
them what they would be helped to; took their 
ee to a side-table, carved for them himself, 

elped them to vegetables, bread, etc., and 





x F AGNES HOPETOUN’S SCHOOLS AND HO 

doubtices taken by the old people, and perhape| aais,0u!7aant, Author of ' Margaret Matiadt 

by other ‘Strangers, for the master of the house, CHABMING story, full of fascination to all chila, 
nd teaching 


or the head waiter’ There was certainly no 
aap ga present who dared to run the risk of 
eing so mistaken. But Mr. Kane could af- 
ford it. The politeness, or more properly 
speaking, the humanity of the act, did him 
honor, and far outweighed the momentary, or 
rather the imaginary loss of dignity. 


and youth, a the best lessons of 
and piety. It willcarry sunny hours Dobley ett 
into many family circles. é “3 Aims 
PLEASANT PAGES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 5, oF Biok 
of Home Education and Entertainment. By 8, Proty 
NewcomsBs. With numerous illustrations, feasaer 


cents. 
This little volume furnishes an inexhaustil 

i tion and in the ease store 0, 

THE POOR BOY AND MERCHANT PRINCE 

errr Elements of Success, drawn from the Life and Chan’ 

BOYS WHO TRY TO EQUAL A BULL-| Nihor of "The Voor Gitl vad Treen geet 
DOG. l6mo. cloth, gilt back, 75 cents. - 

“ yo of the best books for boas weit which we hare 


0} 
Hera’ 
rivet the a 





We accidentally overheard such a boy while 
walking homeward a few evenings since. ‘I'll 
fight him any time,’ said he, and the rest of his 
conversation, which was very profane, showed 
him to be a boy who thought it a worthy ob- 
ject of ambition to be able to pound somebody 


iy e that will not 

ee —s interest the mind of the young reader" 
. ¥. Ev et. a 

t “ We wish very earnestly that all the business 

our great cities 

byterian Banner. 


new the worth of this volume.” Pn 


very hard. Now, although you may at some| 2 onans Success: draen from the ile of iets 

time have heard boys praise a ‘ fighter,’ did you| and others. A Book for Girls. By Wise 

ever really love one? We have seen several| TH#Ar#R, author of “The Poor Boy and Merch 
: : . Prince.”” 1 cloth, gilt back, 75 cents 

men who made fighting a business. We did This beck ie Slled with. w eight ‘Setrntion 

not meet them at church, nor in a gentleman’s by an abundance of anecdotes. Me Lyonis ¢ liven 


the centra 
figure of the book, but illustrations of its teachings an 
drawn from the lives of many other distinguished Wome, 
Parents will find the above ‘“‘Companion Books? re 
daughter 


parlor. They would have been as much out of 
place there—that is as fighting men—as a 
threshing machine in full blast would be. We 
saw them standing about the doors of grog- 
shops, where they seemed perfectly at home. 
Certainly that cannot be very desirable which 
unfits men to be loved, or even to be in the so- 
ciety of the good and the respectable. No, no, 
my boy, if you want to beat somebody, do it in 
learning lessons, or writing, or even flying | 
| kites or skating, but let only the ‘ dogs delight | 
to bark and bite.’ 


mirably adapted for presents to a son and 

Uniform in size, typography. and binding. 

THE AIMWELL STORIES; Six Volumes, Unifors, 
with Box. 


This series of works for youth is designed to 

some of the leading phases of youthful character, and, 
point out their tendencies to future good and evil, They 
depict the quiet, natural scenes and incidents of . 
day life, in city and country, mingling important mora, 
lessons with amusing, curious, and useful ;information— 
Each volume is complete of itself, but a connecting thread 
runs through the whole. 





GINSENG. 


THE VIKTUES OF PERRY DAVIg, 
VEGETABLE PAIN KILLER, 
This article, about which the Minnesotians EE not confined te - Ammen sane: Tt is used with 
are much excited just now, is a plant the root | t, ‘ly. For Galls, Sores, or bpraize, zothiog Ue 
of which is in great demand among the Chi- and for colle it is cousidered, by these whe have had 
8 acco of its su ed medical vir- | ™"¢h experience, the only eure remedy. It never fai 
rend ot ~ 9 found $4. ri srw of | so say all who have used it. Read the following; 


‘ ; - : | Rirtey, Brown Co., On10, Dec. 9th, isi, 
America and Asia, and is an article of export! Gentlemen :—This is to certify that I have oa the 
from this country to China. 


It hos a jointed, | Pain Killer to Horses for Colic, and find it the ber 
fleshy, taper root, as large as a man’s finger, | 


remedy l ever tried. 1t gives them ease quicker thy 
“ P Ps p any other remedy Iever used. I give forad 
which, when dry, is of a yellowish white color, pon lh neers cent bottle, put it RA a pint bottle , oO 
| with a sweetness in the taste, somewhat re- | water, and tee them with it. I have always cured the 
|sembling that of licorice, accompanied by seg wie JOBN PORTER 
slight bitterness. The Celestials chew it as | Proprietor of Bipley Hotel 
Americans do tobacco. There is said to bea} East Liverroot, cocumpiana Co., O., Fes. 12, 188, 
great demand for the root at present for ship- Aor we ena ant tat Tone 0s ee 
‘hi ® . orm em of a successiul ex en’ al 
Sie to China. The price of en we at the | made with ya Pain Killer, by applying it ina wa 
iggings’ in Minnesota is from six to ten pried s \~ oy oo amy Spe Serre I I + 
| . | Valuable horse that was violently attacked wit! 
pra gt omen ae oy ng twonty-| appeared to be in great agony. 1 made use oferey 
| y en ary. e roo! ‘OWS 1D | remedy I had ever heard of, but all to no purpose, I gave 
abundance all through the heavily timbered | him up to die, and in fact he was so far gone, that he 
districts of that region, and the Minnesotians | }#¥ 84 could not raise up his head, or bold it up = 
. | ed. ou; struck me a wou ve hi 
are exulting over the harvest of dollars that | an, 


they will reap in return for this newly dis-| 





dose of Pain Killer. I poured four or five spoonsfulina 
pint of milk, and Fem it to him. and in twenty minute 
i , 





Gone are both fruit and bough !— 
Deal gently with her now, 
Gently now. 


One home ye both shal] have : 

One hope beyond the grave ; 

One faith ye both shall saye, 
Shall save. 


THE SON AND FATHER. 


R——, at a prayer-meeting, several persons 
were penitently seeking salvation; among 
them was a boy about twelve years of age, 
who was made the joyous partaker of God’s 
pardoning mercy. ‘lhe minister present was 


the boy as he stood up, with a beam of heaven- 
ly joy on his countenance, to praise God for 
his pardoning love. 

As it was rather late before the meeting 
closed, one of the friends, knowing that the 
boys father was no friend to religion, being an 


On a Saturday evening in the village of | 


much struck with the intelligent appearance of 


covered product of their forests. 


as much more, and in half an hour he wason 
a i 


in another half hour was perfectly restored 
the harness. Respectfully yours. 8. JA 


We would advise the Pain Killer to be given to Home, 
for Colic, with milk or warm molatses and water, sy1 
oo of either to a small twenty cent bottle of Pain ‘ 

f the horse has botts, it is best te give the molasses. 

We here request eve! 


| 
| THE WHITE HOUSE IN 1784. 


| A Mr. Wanse, whose published notes of a 
j tour in this country in 1784, have recently 
been the subject of notice in the American pa- 
| pers, gives the following description of break- 
| fast at the White House. Will the breakfast 
| in those days bear a comparison with this ? 
‘Mrs. Washington, herself, made tea and 
| coffee for us. On the table were two small 
plates of sliced tongue, dry toast, bread and 
| butter, but no boiled fish, as is the general 
leustom. Miss Custis, her grand-daughter, a| 
| pleasing young lady of about sixteen, sat next | 
| her brother, George Washington Custis, about 
| two years older than herself. There was but 
| little appearence of form—no livery. A silver tory, with instances of remarkable conversions: in a- 
jurn, for hot water, was the only expensive | swer to prayer. S0cts. 
|thing on the table. Mrs. Washington appears pag td IT | LITTLE CHILIRES 
|to be something older than the President, al-| 4Surox, author of * Mothers of the Bible.” 3 ea 
| though born in the same year, in stature rather!gappaTH TALKS WITH LITTLE CBSILDREY 
ABOUT JESUS, same author, also illustrated. Bes. 


one who shall be so unfortum 
as to have a horse with colic, to test our remedy—r 
never knew it to fail. One, two, and sometimes thre 
doses may be required—but not often more than onew 


cure. 
Sold by ali dealers in medicine 





SUNDAY SCHOOL BOOKS, 
PUBLISHED BY J. E. TILTON & CO., 
161 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 


MOTHERS OF THE BIBLE. By Mrs. 8. G. Asutos, 
with an introduction by Rev. A. L. Stone. T5ects. 
‘Beautifully written and calculated to excites 





| stronger interest in the study of the Bible.” 
| te SOUTH CHAPEL PRAYER MEETING, ite Hi- 





, Iy si ° ‘. 
rs raeprd Ea rdgoh hep tea ” ¥ ai | have been. That is a critical place to be in; 
at aa re and yet how many are this moment just there. 
“ Especially after a shower,” said the girls. | Some of them may, but others may not get 
He assented and went on. “The Rose,”| well. Many that read these lines shall some 
said he, “ has originally but five petals. In the |48y experience like weakness, possibly like 


: fear, if less i t than I, the more will be 
double flowers which you hold in your hands | that fear. An early poajention er death: te 


you can see that the stamens have unrolled.—| the only safety.—Congregational Journal. 
They have changed entirely.” 

“ They are greatly changed,” said Lucilla, | 
as she compared her large roses with the small | 
Sweet Briar. . 


LITTLE ACTS OF KINDNESS. 


One beautiful morning a few days since, as 
|T was passing along a crowded street, I saw a 
“There | man bent with age, moving slowly through 


“ They are indeed,” was the reply. ; " 
are many petals, as you see, very many, and | the esowd on either side. A rude person, pase- 


: . li iedly by, brushed hi fi hi 
the cause is to be found in the large number Se eae i tall wo "the onmn on ane 


of stamens, which you can best see in the sin-| stranger kept on his way, heeding not the old 
gle flower. From these small organs have all | man, not even returning to pick up his cane.— 
these crowded petals been unfolded.” | As I was about to get it, a little girl came 
Here Lucilla observed that towards th a pte apd <n! ie Ply: Roan 

6 the ce, | with a happy smile curling around her features, 

tre of some of her roses the petals were very| kindly gave itto him; the old man thanked 


narrow. her, as she went running away, watchful per- 
“In these,” said Uncle Ambrose, “ you can| fPs' 08 tne: opportune iO O° enerable anes, 


see something of the process of change, these || saw tears streaming down his a cheeks ; 
are partially grown, there being a constant| perhaps they were tears of gratitude for that 
dency in the st to change into petals.” | —_ ae the _— girl. nat _ 
‘ t taught me a lesson, and as I passed on. 

R mortee whee of the party to thought of it much. We should always re- 
the resemblance ween the Rose and the | spect the aged, and should treat them with 
Apple blossom, then the strong likeness be-| kindness, and perform acts of love for them at 
tween the apple and the other fruits about | all ne wy bps others they may I sew 

i ; | seem worthy of the slightest notice, yet they 
vale Pan ar pays Pugin! the: afternoon | will be appreciated by thuse who ‘are on the 
pap 09 — nt in the orchard. verge of life’s journey, and by God in heaven, 
“ While these,” he observed, “ are all of one | who sees all our actions, and whom we should 
class, they are not all of the same order. Many | try to please, by always trying to do right. 
stamens standing on the calyr place them in the 
eleventh class; but the greater part of the IS MARS INHABITED? 
fruit blossoms range from the first to the fifth | _ The diameter of Mars is 4,100 miles; and 
order, as indicated by the pistils, while the | his a spots . yee Lae the 
Rose, having many pistils, is of the thirteenth, | °°*®: S°Coreing to accurate observations, 1P- 

, ~~, b d. 

Agreeing both in class and order with the | oereee so bo pen. vat See lant Wn 


| variety in spots, it is thought, wf arise from 
Rose may be found the strawberry and black-|the planet not being destitute of atmosphere 
berry blossom, also the raspberry.” 


|and cloud : and what adds greatly to the 
At this point Uncle Ambrose paused, an 4 | bability of this is the a) nce of brilliant 
suddenly changing the topic inquired of Lu-| jectu 


+ 





white spots at its poles, which have been con- 
to be snow, as they disappear when 


habitual neglecter of public worship, thought it | 
advisable to go home with him, as his parents | — 
might be angry with him for staying so late.— | A MONSTER BUTTERFLY. 


Just before reaching the house, they met the | : A 
father, who said, ‘ Are you going home with| The editor of the Old Colony Memorial has 


my boy ?? | seen quite a curiosity in natura! history, in the 
he Fri . : | shape of a mammoth butterfly, caught off the 
The friend replied, ‘1 thought you might be | © a? 
angry with hm for staying wo lay and tha cot Of rar by Me. Pra, Davi ott 
peor © poms with him and tell you where bel oicee. ‘The spread of its wings, pe tip to 
" . ae |tip, measured ten inches, Itis of a species 
oan? Piel the Love eee ont |entirely unknown in these pasts. Very appro- 
Tears came in the father’s eyes; his heart | Priately it has been sent to Prof. Agassiz, at 
was full; he turned e his head ; could say | Usenbridge. 
nothing, but went into t 


robust, and very plain in her dress.’ 


*ONLY A LITTLE BOY.” 
A father was urging his little son of two-and- 


e house with his son. | 
The am gig being the Sabbath, a water 
was beheld in the village; the boy with his sae : 
father and mother were ai seen in the chapel, | a-half years to take some medicine. Holdiug 
listening attentively to the word of God. At| the = —— he +" = 
the evening prayer-meeting the boy and his| ey re i “ © 8h Tae, ly a Wittl 
father were there again, when the latter pre-|, “U4 P4, 4 am nol a man; f am only a tibite 
sented himself as a pubes seeker of mercy. | boy,’ replied the child, with a pleading empha- 
The scene witnessed that night will not soon | 88 in his tones, and strange earnestness 1n his 
be forgotten, when the son encouraged the | deep blue eyes. 
futher to exercise faith in Jesus, saying, —— 
‘I know he will save you, father; for Hehas! No person, under any circumstances, should 
saved me.’ God heard prayer, and saved his! fasten a rope or reins around his body, when 
soul; and now father and son are members of \the other end is attached to a horse, cow, or 
the same church, walking in the way to heaven. | any animal of greater or equal strength with 
himself. A sad case occurred recently in Troy, 
N. y in which . pt nang eng — 
‘ ran, dragging a boy who was leading her wi 
There appeared at the dinner-table of the | the rope od cscaad his body, untill he was 
Tontine Coffee-House, where Mr. James Kane | sadly mangled and his brains dashed out. Let 
then boarded, and at a time when the house} every person who is accustomed to put the 
was crowded to excess, an old gentleman and| yeing over his neck when ploughing with a 
his wife. They were very plainly dressed, but | horse team, see to it that they are always ar- 
still respectable in their appearance. They ranged in such a manner as to ae off easily 


were, evidently, country ple, ‘from down A 
east ;’ and were probably tana on a visit to| onanld the wan cadiines Kighene 


their relations in the west. The servants, al- 
ways too few in number, were now altogether 
insufficient to attend to the wants of the com- 
pany at table, The old people, therefore, be- 
ing strangers, and unknown to any one, were 
totally neglected. It was shameful! I made 
one or two efforts to get a servant to attend to 
them, but all in vain: there were too many 
louder and more authoritative calls. At length, 
however, they were noticed by Mr. Kane, who 


TRUE POLITENESS. 


An Irish woman called upon an apothecary 
with a sick infant ; he gave her a powder, of 
which she was to give the child as much as 
she could put on a sixpence. The woman 
said, ‘ P’r’aps your honor will lend me the six- 
-pence, for I haven’t one at all, at all.’ 


Nor love thy life, nor hate ; but while thou livest 
Live well ; how long,how short, permit to Heav- 








cilla if she had succeeded well in preparing an they have been long exposed to the sun, and 






looked around for his own servant, but finding bee 
him engaged, immediately left his seat and| Wrongs may try a good man, but cannot im- 
walked down to the lower end of the table | print on him a false stamp. 


ta | nes, or the Little Key.” 
| 


CATHARINE. A beautiful book by the author of *Ag- 
5 cts. 


AGNES AND THE LITTLE KEY. Author of “(s- 

tharine.” 75 cts. 

| BERTHA AND HER BAPTISM. Same author. Scts. 

hy iggy: HEARTED GIRL. By Joszrn ALpi. 

| THE LOST LAMB. 34 cts. 

| THE CARDINAL FLOWER. 34 cts. 

| THE BURIAL OF THE FIRST-BORN. 34 cts. 
Xr And other beautiful books for Sunday Sebool Li- 

| brariee. 


| J. E. TILTON & CO., 
161 Washington St., Opposite Milk. 


| J. E. TILTON & CO. have ail the different Societie’ 
books, anda complete aseortment of the Pres! 
| Board on hard to furnish Schools, and the trade. 








| THE BOSTON REMEDY! 

| REDDING’S RUSSIA SALVE. 

| VEGETABLE OINTMENT! 

| [8 perfectly free from any mercurial matter or injuries 
| I dace tnng and in no cane will its application interfere 
| with the remedies that may be prescribed | a 

| physici is an indisp ble article of housebsll 
| necessity, being used alike by rich and poor; aud bi 
| proved itself the BEST AND SUREST REMEDY for all thot 


| y via— 

Burns, Scalds, Felons, Old Sores, Flesh Wounds, Pile, 
Chapped Hands, Chilblains, Erysipelas, Sore 
Frost Bitten Parts, Sprains, Corns, Wens, Cancers, 
Whitlows, Warts, Bunions, Ringworm, Sties, Sore Lip, 
Sore Eyes, Nettle Rash, Salt Rheum, Musqueto Bits, 
Spider Stings, Flea Bites, Shingles, Cuts, Boils, Broy 
tions, Pimples, Ingrowing Nails, Freckles, Tan, Sw 
Burn Blisters, and all Cutaneous Diseases and 
Generally ! ‘ 

This salve is put up in metal boxes, three sist te 
cents, 50 cents and $1. The largest size con! 
quantity of six of the smallest boxes, and is warranted 
to retain its virtues in any climate. 

REDDING & CO., Proprietors, Boston, Mast 
Barnes & Park wholesale agents, 13 & 15 Park Bom 
New York. 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION 


A FAMILY PAPER 
DEVOTED TO 
Piety, Morality, Brotherly Love- 5o# 
tarianism, No Controversy: 
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MB. 
No. 22 Schoo! Street. 
Parcs $1 a rean. 81x corres ron $5, parusnr BH 
VANCE. 





BOUND VOLUMES $1 and 91,35. 


W. Hyde, & E. F. Duren, Bangor, Agen 
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